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SLOPER’S CENSUS PAPER. 

“I’m afraid the Census Paper, made up at Mildew Court, will contain one or two tarradiddles. Poor Papa had expressed himself most anxious to keep 
nothing back; but, in some cases, he has experienced the greatest possible difficulty in yetting anywhere near the right ages. Aunt Geeser, for instance, was a 
Srightful worry, and it was only when Pa ordered the tortures of the inquisition to be applied, that she owned up to thirty-eight and a-half. Alexandry says 
Auntie’s back teeth are like the walls of a ruined castle, and that she must have eaten an awful lot of sweets when she was a kid.””—Toorsie. 


A PAIR OF "EM. 66 HUFFEY.” 


—_—— 


TuiIs individual, whose full name, Huffey White, was, we ' 
learn from the “ Newgate Calendar,” the most expert and 
notorious housebreaker, and perpetrated more adroit rob- 
beries than any other malefactor of his time. 

His first conviction, which was in 1800, was for burglary, 
and he was sentenced to be transported for life, but con- 
trived to escape from the hulks. In conjunction with a 
well known thief, named Jem Mackcoull, he determined to 
rob the Chester Bank, and, having gone down there and 
taken observations, sent to London to an accomplice to for- 
ward the necessary tools. This was done ; but, unfortunately 
for the thieves, a corner of the box was broken on the way, 
and through the hole a skeleton key suspiciously obtruded. 
Seeing this, a police ofticer concealed himself in the book- 
ing oftice, and waited till the box was called for, when he 
took the pair of rogues into custody, forwarded their descrip- 
tion up to Bow Street, and an officer from there coming 
down, Mackcoull was sent to Chester Gaol for six mouths 
as a rogue and vagabond, and Hutfey back to the hulks. 

Mackcoull, having done his time, conceived a scheme for 
robbing the Glasgow Bank. With the assistance of a man 
named French, he helped Huffey to again escape, and this 
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the vei ai of some loose cash and £20,000 in Scotch bank-notes), 
that nothing was suspected until the bank opened next day, Mean- 
while, the thieves had a post-chaise waiting, aud drove rapidly up 
to London, changing a twenty pound note at every stage. 

Here, however, Huffey, who had been suspected to be one of the 
gang, was apprehended, and once more sent back to the hulks, from 
which, extraordinary to relate, he escaped again, But no money 
had been found upon him, and presently negotiations were com- 
menced by the thieves with the bankers for the restitution of the 
notes, on condition that no prosecution should take place. A Scotch 
police officer took the matter in hand, and left the sum demanded 
in solid cash with the thieves, but found, to his disgust on his 
return to Glaszow, that they had only given up £11,041 out of the 
£20,000, 

During this time, Huffey committed several burglaries in the 
country, and broke into Kettering Bank, from which, however, he 
took nothing. intending to return later on, when the safe was 
better stocked. He, however, never did so, for his end was nigh at 
hand. On the night of October 29th, 1812, the Leeds mail stopped 
at Higham Ferrars, Northamptonshire, the guard had left his seat 
fora few minutes, and Huffey and twoaccomplices contrived to clear 
off withthe mail bags. Huffey, being again suspected, was searched 
for and found ina thieves’ house at Bristol ; but, when the police 
entered, he escaped over a back shed. He was caught again, 
though, shortly after, and this time tried with a man called Ken- 
dall. Forty witnesses appeared against them, and the trial lasted 
fourteen hours. Verdict—Guilty. Sentence— Death, 

The night before the execution, Huffey had got so far towards 
escape as to cut off his irons and break through several doors, but 
he was stopped at the outer gate and taken back to his cell. His 
deportment on the scaffold exhibited extreme carelessness of life. 
He abused the chaplain for not better reading the service. Another 
clergyman asked if he could administer any comfort. “Only by 
getting some other man to be hanged for me,” said he. Kendail 
protested to the last he himself was innocent, and Huffey White 
also declared him to be innocent, but he was hanged, nevertheless. 


* * * * * * 
“And possibly, O Billiam, no fuss was made about it,” said 
Alexandry. 
“No fear!” said O Billiam, “that was before the Spushle Heddi- 
tins was inveuted.” 
( Next week, “ Men of Blood.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
oe Corer wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope erg enough to cuntain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inc 


ose loose stamps. 


Mary E. CALLUAN.—ALLY can promise no one. You must 
remember oda hare no actual right toa present, and take your 
chance of obtaining one with the rest.——S. J. E. (Montpelier Road, 
Peckham).— You can obtain “ Behind the Scenes” from “ The 
Sloperics,” post-free, 1s. 3d.——DUKE's OWN.— Yes, it is permissible, 
provided the conditions you give are adhered to.-—R. BARTON.— 
You are right ; there is little love between the Salvation Chief 
and A. SLOPER. “ They never speak as Hig Mi ceses by."——A. L.— 
Were we to adopt your suggestion it would be necessary to greatly 
enlarge the size of the paper. Be content with the goods the gods 
have given thee——F. BARBER.— We hare no space to spare for 
your sketches, which are fairly clever in design, though the 
execution is anything but good.—LiTTLE PET.— We do not doubt 
it, darling, but i must remember that Mra, S. looks very sharpl 
after the Old Man.——AMBERETTE.—IJt was certainly an insult 
to make you a present of a spittoon because you told him you were 
fond of smoking. We advise you to cut him for his rudeness.— 
A. JEFFERIES.— Your coupons are all received in time. Pray 
have more patience. L. H.—Thanks for letter and inclosure.— 
HETTY.— You must send in every week, Why do you not read the 
conditionsl?—RANGER.— The terms are synonymous.——ALBERT 
FREEDY.— You must allow us to manage our affairs as we please. 

——— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to aes pare eM United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Onited States of America, post-free : 
3 Monthe, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


ei 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 
Exact Meaning of the Words, 


HI TIDDLY HI TI. 


Don't be hasty over this one, and address— 
CHARLES GODFREY, F.O.S. 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 
*,* The List will close TUESDAY, APRIL 7TH, 1891. 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
= 

“Now, who can tell me why the smoke of Abel's sacrifice went 
straight up to Heaven and that of Cain did not?” asked a Sunday 
school teacher, after neviOg read and explaineda portion of Genesis. 
“ Because the wind blowed it that way, teacher,” said a smart boy, 
after an ominous silence. TC 

s 


HE had run very much to seed : there was no gloss on his hat or 
boots, but any amount of it on the sleeves of his coat, which might 
have seen better days, but would never seethem again. Altogether. 
he was a prize specimen of the common or garden loafer. And 
when the lawyer's clerk reverently raised his hat to the eligible 
candidate for a scarecrowship, they asked him why. Then the 
limblet of the law answered, in a hushed, awe-stricken voice, “That 
truly great man is a leading case in bankruptcy !” 

. 


a 
THE world is round, and like a ball 
Goes swinging in the air, 
Which may account, perhaps, for all 
The folks not being “square,” 


s 
Skinflint. Elevenpence! I can't have eaten eleven penn‘orth, 
and, as to bread—— 
Restaurateur, We don't charge for bread, sir. 
Skinflint. | know—but I didn't have any ; and don't you think 
you might take something off— ; 
he Restaurateur here heganto call upon his deities,and 
Shinflint hurriedly remembered he had another engagement 
and took himself off.] ele 
s 


SLOPER's dreadful upset at hearing that women are going to sit 
on the County Council. “What next?" says ALLY; “the old 
bonneted seorpions will be coming round to Mildew Court to ex- 
amine my blooming back! Not if I know it.” 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 362.—The “ Anglo-French Telephone" Costume. 


Said a rollicking tartlet of Ryde, 
“ Little feet I can't reall 
Tootsicums of small sizes, 


lespises 
1 like ‘em both lengthy and wide.” 


“Just ‘ad this dozen o' noo laid 
give me, and now blessed if I ain't bin 
and smashed the bloomin’ lot.” 


QUITE OIRISH, YOU 
rish: yer pardon, sor, but would ye belave it—whin I first saw 
yer I thought it was yer; but now, begorrah. I see it is not? 


“Can't reach it anyhow ! 'Ow shall 
we get at it?" “I know; get on 
Fido's back, lift me up, and we 
shall just manage it.” 


Cabby. Hansom, sir ? 
ally), Handseme! not 
if you ask me, don'tcherknow, 


« u like my omelettes?” the proud hostess asked 
Bladder Pohy who saswered that that they were delicious ; aud 
Bladder mater, with whom the green-eyed monster is always on 
speaking terms, simpered, “ And they quite upset the prover that 
‘you can't make an omelette without breaking eggs. 


“I am going to take an important step, Seraphina, which may 
affect your happiness as well as my own. I am going to shave off 
my moustache.” And she said she thought he had done so. 


* 
SHE was a pretty salesgirl, 
He asked her for a kiss, 
For he was the accepted ; 
Of this fair and blushing miss. 


She gave nim one, and as she drew 
Her rosy lips away, s 

“Is there.” acked she, in trembling tones, 
“ Anything else to-day 2 


iL . 

Visitor to Infirmary. Look at that r old man, nurse ; he's 
been trying ieoien elnutes to reach nbs handkerchict. Why don't 
you help him? . : ; ; 

Nurse. Lor’ bless you, sir, they like it; it’s occypation for them 
to have something to do; and, I can ‘sure you, sir, you'd be glad 
enough of something to do if you'd been lying there for over two 
months with no occy pation. ** 


“Isn't it hard fora poor little girl, Captain Dashaway ?'" said Miss 
Sereleaf, ingenuously ; “ nobody will marry me.” “ Don't give way, 
Miss Sereleaf,” replied Captain Dashaway, thoughtlessly ; “J am 
sure it isn't your fault.” *° 


Lodger. Now, just look at my fingers; after using your nickel 
spoons and forks ! a nee ae 

Landlady. Well! if that stoopid girl ‘asn’t bin a-cleaning ‘em 
again! *,* 

“He, he, he!” laughed Miss Prettypuss, “I met Lord Bob last 
Micht hect and he a3 60 tipsy. He, he, he! Do you know, he 
actually tried to kiss me, dear?" “ Did he, indeed ? said Tootsie 
Sloper, coldly. “Then he_must have been tipsy. 


s 
HE was a little bit on, but not much. Still, he needn't have 
chewed the frill off his mother-in-law’s nightcap for a chunk of 
whip cream; and he needn't, as a matter of course, have 
emptied the ewer over his poor dear, ‘cos he took her for a blush 
rose-tree that wanted watering. *.* 


Overheard at Gow's Restaurant, in the Strand. ; 
Gent (with a twenty-four ounce gold albert, hnuckleduster rings 
and diamond studs). ‘Ere, waiter, ain't there nothin’ with this’am? 
Waiter (with delicious coolness), Yes, sir ; there is generally an h. 


s 
“Anp, Mr. Snips, this is—er—your bill, I see,” remarked 
De Masher; “1 will—er—look it over.” “ Look it over!” ejacu- 
lated Snips, the long suffering tailor. “Humph! if you ask me, I 
think you've overlooked it long enough.” 


His face has a look as if famine had traced 
Upon it the lines of privation, 

And one would suppose he devoutly embraced 
All the rigours of office rotation ; 

But no, the fact is he had spent in great haste 
Too much cash on his Easter vacation. 


s 
“TI gay, Tom,” said Bill, “wot's that ‘ere ‘Bootiful Isle of the 
Sea’ they was a about at the penny readin’s last night?” 
“T ain't quite sure, Bill,” returned Tom, “but I shud think it must 
be either cod liver ile, or whale ile, or may be it’s seal ile.” 


Nosopy will laugh more heartily or more thoroughly enjoy any 
joke upon a mother-in-law than a married man, and yet, strange 
b say, he is the very one that should know best that a mother-in- 
law is no joke. *,* 


Sweet Thing (an heiress). Take a caramel, Major? : 

Major. No—a—thank you—a—never cared for sweet things, don't 
you know. [No wonder she married the curate. 

s 

THE youngest ‘office boy imprudently entered a painted sparrow 
emporium the coher da: Hag asked for three penn’orth of old 
canary bird's eye view hollow groundsel. He very quickly got 
more than he wanted. *\* 


“ Excuse me, Mrs, Widerwake,” said a friend in the circle, “ but 
have you any idea what Mr. Widerwake's ri erlg glasses cost?” 
“Well,” said Mrs. Widerwake, “considering that he’s out all the 
time between each act,and that he can’t get any whisky here at less 
than sixpence a glass, I should think his glasses cost him about 
five to six shillings.” ** 


Overheard between the Music. 
He (an esthete). Er—do you—er—like Chopin? 
She (a healthy rustic, but a trifle deaf). Oh, yes! with mashed 
potatoes and tomato sauce. Don t you 


* 

JUGGINS sent a shillingsworth of stamps the other day, in 
answer to an advertisement—“ An easy way of getting rid of the 
smell of paint in a room”—and received, in reply, the advice, 
“ Burn bones in the room and you won't smell the paint.” 


= 
HE loved a Bekins maiden, 
But his soul was full of fear, 
So he spoke into a phonograph 
The words he'd have her hear! 


Her father moved the lever, 
And before the day was done 

That phonograph was guarded 
By a bull dog and a gun, 


s 

HE was really a wretched performer, perhaps the outest of tune 
on record, and there grew sewening discontent among those of the 
audience who had paid ten cents for front seats as he mooed out— 
“What care I, though death be nigh——” “Best let him have it,” 
muttered a raw boned, nervous, pitying cowboy, as he poured the 
contents of a six-shooter into the musician who was 60 tired of 
this beautiful life. There was a handsome inscription on the 
Lat onl tombstone, giving his christian name in full, surname, 
address, profession, age and cause of death, together with the text, 
“ Better late than never.” They thrust the other artist into quick- 
lime—I never could see why. 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next picture to be given to one of the readers of “ ALL.LY SLOPER'S HAU.F-HOLI- 
DAY," ts an ott painting by ARTHUR HACKER, measuring 64 in, x 421n., in a 
splendid gold frame, and entitled 


ce 
FORSAKEN .?’? 
Make ONF, APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this announee- 
ment inclosed, together with your Name and Address, any time besore June 30th. 
Address—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION.” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.O. 


“9° This Picture is on View every day between 10 a.m. and 6 p.m., exrce* Satur: 
days, when the hours are 10 a.m, and 1 p.m. 


The Oil Painting, by FRED ROE, 
“A SCENE DURING THE GORDON RIOTS,” 
has been presented to 
FLORENCE J. SMITH, Ivy Hill, Margaretting, Ingatestone, Essex. 
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TOOTSIE ON TOYS. 


—_—— 


I LovE toys—don't you? I have known oie to treasure u 
their favourite doll all their lives, and when 


ey have gone an 


bloated pro- 
prietor has 
gone out 

on busi- 
ness” and 
they have 
been left, as 

r usual, at 

ome nice 
and lonely, 
they have 
taken out 
their darling 
and told it 
all their 
troubles and 
cried over 
and cuddled 
it close to 
their achin 
hearts. 
would lay 
long odds in 
lollipops 
that this 
week not a 
few of the 
ladies have 
had that 
dear duck of 
Walter. a Lord 

Chancellor's 
judgment in the now, renowned Jackson case read up to them. 

I myself was once possessed of a doll I loved and cherished, till 
that wretched Alexandry rubbed its nose against the bars of the 
parlour fire grate, and the diabolical Higgins poked out its left 
eye with a slate pencil. Lord Bob suggested he should buy ita 
new head. That was so like a man,-wasn't it? As if it would have 
been the same to me at all!—as if I could have taken a wrong 
headed doll to my bosom and wept over it and confided in it! As 
if——but there, I indignantly refused ! 

There are, of course, many other toys besides wax dolls, but wax 
dolls are the chefs d'aurres, and, if 1 am correctly informed, since 
Edison's invention you may purchase one at quite a moderate 

rice that, when you pulla wire, will sing you Vesta Tilley's “ Hi, 
oys !" or Marie Lloyd's other “ Wink,” to soothe the savage breast. 
Other toys there are, of course ; and if you want to go to the live toy 
warehouse, it 
is to be found 
at the Empire 
Theatre, 
which is sit- 
uate in Leices- 
ter Square, 
not a hun- 
dred miles 
from the Al- 
hambra,where 
my dear old 
friend Charles 
Morton had, # 
the other day 
that bumping 
big matinee, 
At the Em- 
pire is running 
now & most 
amusing bal- 
let—a_ ballet 
with a story 
to it, you 
know —called 
Dolly. In 
this we find 
a sort of 
harder up 
Caleb Plum- 
mer, similar 
to the old party in the Cricket on the Hearth but bites er 
and less cheerful, who has made a doll he can’t sell, A haughty 
toff, however, who lives on the same flat as the toy maker, is 
giving a party on an evening when the toy maker, his wife and 
children are foodless. Why not, thinks he to himself, sell the 
haughty toff the artful toy? He, accompanied by his daughter, 
takes round the toy, winds it up, and sets it dancing. The com- 
pany are delighted, but the ag they offer would not cover exes, 
even for sawdust. Meanwhile, one of the guests, smiling the 
simile at the toy maker's daughter, “approaches her with flatterin 
remarks, and she (good girl) resents his advances.” The forwar 
young man, rather than have his head punched by the young 
lady's father, offers him coinage. Parental indignation naturally 
ensues {it would on the stage), the coinage is scattered awide, and 
mt and paar turn to go, when they discover that the 
aughty toff’s children have broken the doll to pieces. Broken 
hearted and broken toy’d the father and daughter return to their 
humble side of the flat and all seems o’er, when the magic doll 
comes to life and proves to be none other than Dolly, the Fairy of 
5 Dolls, who, of course, 
sets things all right 
for the poor toy 
maker and all wron 
for the haughty toff. 

In order to divert 
the poor mechanic, 
Dolly shows him her 
magic toy shop, 
where toy soldiers, 
baa - lambs, Dutch 
dolls, and humming 
tops are admirably 
produced. Tothis is 
added an extremely 
comic episode of a 
gamecock fight in- 
terfered with by the 
police, who carry off 
the corpse of the de- 
feate entleman 
rooster, whose wife, 
it may be observed, 

irs off very com- 

ortably with the con- 
queror, 

The Empire enter- 
tainment just now is 
uncommon! often: 
Mdlle. eodiska, 
with her cockatoos, 
is extremely clever, 
and there are other 
items in the variety 
part of the show that 
are very amusing, The Colibris troupe of Midgets you must not miss, 
unless you are sheet sighted, when possibly from some seat at the 
back, you might not be able to see these diminutive mites at all. 


Dolly. 


The Gamecock fight. 


Malle. Leodiska and her Cockatoos. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, and post it to :— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


“ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” April 4th, 1891. 


Name.............. 


Address 


Age_—..........Occupation, if any... 


How many times applied ..............0..20.ccccc0. costes 


How long a Purchaser of) 
the ‘‘Half-Holiday"’ 


The List for this week will close on Tuesday evenin 
April 7th. “ The List for March 2th will be publishe 
“Har-HOLIpAY” for April 11th. 


next, 
in the 


243rd WEEK. 
LIST FOR MARCH 2ist. 


“ Sloper" Watches have been given to the following :— 
1, ALFRED COATES, Shorthand Typist, Albert Dairy, Cecil Road, Leytonstone, 
Age, 23 years, Subscriber—since beginning. LONDON. 
2. W. H. BLACK, Traveller, 21 Great Bland Street, Great Dover Street. Age, 
27 Py Subscriber—6 years, 8 months, ONDON. 
3. ARTHUR DANES, 6 Spencer Street, St. John's Street Road. Age, 23 years. 
Subscriber—6 years, 4 months. LONDON, 
4. Miss E, ROBINSON, Waitress, Redcourt, Devonshire Place. Age, 30 years. 
Subscriber—6 years. BIRKENHEAD. 
5. W. PENN, Coach Painter, L.B. & 8.C.R., 30 Argyle Road, Preston. Age, 48 
years, Subscriber—6 years, 25 weeks. BRIGHTON. 
6. E. F. ENSTON, Painter, 33 Artillery Street. Age, 34 years. Subscriber— 
since January, 1885. CANTERBURY.— 
7. WILLIAM J. DRAPER, Porter, G.W.R., “Alexandra Hotel,” Starcross. 


Age, 15 years. Subscriber—6 years regular. EXETER. 

8, Mrs. THOMAS WEBSTER, 10 Bridge Street. Age, 52 years. Subscriber— 
since commencement. GOOLE, 

9. STANLEY H. TAYLOR, Miller, Roller Mills. Age, 22 years. Subscriber— 
since June, 1884, HAVERHILL. 

10. WILLIAM ASKWITH, Grocer and Postmaster. Age, 43 years. Subscriber 


43 y 
—since February, 1885, KIRBY UNDERDALE. 
1, WILLIAM POOLE, Railway Porter, 60 Cable Street. Age, 39 years. Sub- 
scriber—6 yeara, 9 months. LANCASTER, 
12. JOSHUA FABIAN, Hairdresser, 115 Lake Road. Age, 27 years. Subscriber 
a | years. LANDPORT. 
13, HEN STEVENSON, Clerk, 11 Burton Street. Age, 29 years. 
—6 wr. LEICESTER. 
14. Miss WILLIAMS, Care of Mr. SHEPPERD, 36 Byron Road. Age, 22 years, 
Subscriber—since commencement. MARGATE. 
15. HENRY DAVIS, Stationmaster, Redbrook. Age, 32 years. Subscriber— 
since August, Near MONMOUTH. 


- 


Subscriber 


Town. Age, 18 ma. Subscriber—since commencement. SHEERNESS. 
18, FREDERICK WILLIAM WYLIE, Confectioner, 56 Higher Union Street, 
Torre. Age, 35 years. Subscriber—6 years. TORQUAY. 
19. ROBERT W. KNOWLES, Traveller, 40 Queen Street. Age, 26 gears Sub- 
scriber—6§ years. HITEHAVEN, 
20, WILLIAM CORY, Solicitor’s Clerk, 13 Riches Street. Age, 30 years, Sub- 
scriber—6 years, 3 months. WOLVERHAMPTON, 


AMOROUS FOREIGNERS. 
No. 3.—THE PassIONATE Swiss TO His LOVE. 


IN this secluded spot now rest, 
And I will frane-ly state 

What centime-nts are in my breast ; 
Then let me learn my fate. 


My whole soul Berne-s with love for thee, 
On thee my ene must dwell ; 

Thou canst not doubt my Constance-y, 
Thou knowest me too well. 


I'm Rigi-larly mad with love, 
Say thou wilt be my wife, 

I swear by yon bright stars above 
You Aar my all, my life. 


To thee alone I 7hun my lay, 
No other song I sing ; 

Do not, my loved one, say me nay, 
Accept, my belle, this ring. 

“Heaven Alps him who Alps himself,” 
So I must steal one kiss ; 

What ! angry words and heavy hand ! 
I hardly looked for this. 


_———_——___ 


A MORAL FABLE. 

AN inordinately puffed-up hen, having laid an egg, forthwith 
started such a concert, with full orchestral accompaniments, over 
the event that the whole barnyard was in confusion. In due time 
the hada farmer came running to see what was going on. 

“Hang it!” cried the hen; “can’t you see? I’ve been and gone 
and done it—and there's the ope if 

“But is that all?” replied the farmer. 
three-farthing egg!” 

“Certainly,” replied the hen. “I’m fin de siécle, and don't you 
forget it. If, when I laid a three-farden egg, I didn't do three 
bobs’ worth of cackling, I should er overlooked, nowadays.” 

MOoRAL.—Send a bundle of old clothes to an orphan asylum, and 
then get interviewed by a reporter. 


— 


DON'T! 

Don’t, if you're a common-sense loving man or woman, don't, 
for heaven's sake, step out to breathe the evening air on the bal- 
cony of a Brighton hotel, after the moon has been lighted and the 
youne couples have finished dessert. This is the sort of thing 
you'll have to hear :— 

“Who d'you love?” with a boo, 
“Who else?" “Bro'r an’ sis’r.”. “Who else?” “Uncles ‘n 
aunts.” “Who else?” “'Oo.” Then a whalebone snaps, and 
there blends with the music of the waves a peculiar gluggity-glug 
that needs no dictionary for translation. Ah, well, love's young 
dream! Goon, goon, May the awakening be far distant. 


WOUR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
vices of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have been engaged. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send this announcement, inclosed 
with a letter of moderate length, signed with the usual signature, and ace nied 
by a stamped, addressed envelope (with the writer's own address), All letters must 
be directed to— 

“ALLY SLOPER'’S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelopes. No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above regulations, 

Ovwing to the enormous number of letters received, Answers cannot be guaranteed 
within a month, but will be forwarded as early as possible, 


“All this rumpus over a 


“Pa ’n ma,” with a coo. 


A NEAR THING. 


—— 


RvIN stared me most rudely in the face—more than that, abso- 
lutely button-holed me, and shouted in my ear, “There is no 
escape!” 

The shares in 
the Boomalong 
Company ,Limi- 
ted, that I had 
yesterday wired 
my broker to 
buy at a pre- 
mium, were 
miles below par. 
Settling ay 
was coming 
like an express 
train, but how 
could 1 settle 


up? 

Nor could I 
settle down. 
This very night, 
after dinner, | 
had proposed 
to Leonora, of 
the languishing 
eyes, the lus- 
cious lips, the 
figure of a 
sylph and the 
figure at her 
banker's on 
the right side), ’ 
of a Croesus, — 

She had de- ; — 
clined my suit Declined with thanks. 
with thanks. 

And the manager of the Mastodon had done the same with my 
play ; and the publishers, who (said they) had read my book, had 
acted likewise. 

1 could, therefore, neither settle down nor up. 
settle in so unsettled a state? 

I could only settle—myself, 

1 was a guest at a house party. In the’ first hour after midnight, 
I sat in my bedroom before the mirror, gazing moodily at the little 
silver toy that, by the pressure of a finger, would reveal to me the 

reat secret—would end the life whereof I was so weary—would, 
or me, begin, | knew not what. 

I knew not then, but ina few moments I should know'more than 
the wise ones, who differed so widely in their wisdom. 

I put the past behind me, the retrospect was too unpleasant, and 
I mused on the unknown, the immivent future, the other side of 
the Rubicon I 
so soon should 
cross, 

What a won- 
derful thing it 
is even to con- 
template the 
unknown! but 
more, to take a 
plunge into 
space and in 
one brief 
moment solve 


How could I 


lects of curious 
explorers of 
Nature's secrets 
during the ages. 
To soar into 
ether and ex- 
perience the 
nothingness of 
void! But to 
action. 

I took up the 
revolver, 1 
would = count 
three aloud, 
and at the word 
“three,” would 
wigaat ie lacing 
the weapon to my temple, I counted, “One! two!” 

The whale of my fife passed in a vivid flash before my eyes. 
Nerving myself to pronounce the fatal signal and press the fatal 
trigger, I heard a noise and started. . 

creaking sound, as of a door being quietly opened, then a foot- 
step ; and then the door opened, and——a man, wearing a crape mask, 
ith a bull’s-eye in one hand aml a pistol in the other, entered. 

As he beheld me, an oath escaped him. Raising his weapon he 
fired. The bullet whizzed past my head, and | felt the bluest of 
funks, I fired at him in return, and missed ; then rushed at him, 
determined to sell dearly the life | had a few moments previously 
determined to throw away. We closed and rolled over one another 
in a fierce struggle ; for a moment I was underneath. 

heard the sound of scurrying feet along the passages and stairs. 

But the burg- 
lar heard it too; 
and, cocking 
his revolver 
once in, ex- 
claimed, “ Well, 
it shall be life 
for life ; there's 
a shot left, and 
you shall have 
it!" 


I felt the cold 
steel muzzle 
against my 
temple and 
shuddered. 

Then swiftly 
a fleecy clad 
form darted 
acrosstheroom, 
and the would- 
be murderer's 
wrist was seized 
and wrenched 
back. Just in 
time ; the pistol 
went off, but the 
ball lodged in 
the = wainscot. 
Leonora had 
saved my life. 
In a moment a 
dozen — strong 
hands held the 
burglar secure. 


I took up the revolver. 


The pistol went off. 


In half an hour he was safe in a police cell. 


Next morning Leonora, feeling that she having saved my life I 
had a sort of claim on her, altered her mind and consented te 
marry me, The post brought letters from the manager and pub- 
lisher, accepting respectively my drama and book ; and a wire came 
later on to say that Boomalongs had gone up twenty above par, 
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A DEAD LETTER. 
“Blow ‘em! Does they want ter insult a cove?” 


See: Zs s 
4° Miss Sloper will be delishted to receive photographs from those of 


her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


NO-:176. Miss Marta MARIOFT. greatest Lady in the Land the other day! Congratulations, my son! Idrink to | you'll find it doosed inconvenient as time wears on.” Mr. Grundy, perceiving the 
“Tt is, indeed, a joy to Meta.” —The Dook Snook. the Queen's Favourite—bless you!" “ I, to Glass of Fashion, ALLY, old friend.” force of the remark, released the Wreck with the monosyllable,“Go!" Not another 
“Oft have I loved, but ne’er to such distraction.” —Lord Bob. (A. SLOPER had a clean collar on, and really looked quite a toff.) ‘Twas a pretty word was spoken on either side.——(4). For, thoroughly scared, A. SLOPER bolted 


« My heart is once again inflamed.” —The Hon, Billy. Aged Littérateur clinking the gobletsof 
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J “You will be sorry to hear, dear, 

js that my = | has been very ill, 

In spring, a young man's fancy lightly turns to thoughts Boy. Plesse, sir, that's when father gets drunk. Suppose it died! Good gra- 

of love. This is especially noticeable when the fancy takes the Vicar (violently). And the eave offering, my lad? cious! it would have been worse 

shape of a pretty girl similar in face and form to the one depicted Boy. Oh, that, please sir, is when the potman heaves ‘im out at than losing a husband.”— Extract 
above, closing time. Trom Letter of Young Lady. 
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(1). “Of all the days in all the week, There's none I love like one day, And that’s , “Well, Sydney, speaking critically, I may say; but, ah! what means that clouded 
the day I interview My young friend Sydney Grundy,” carolled A. SLOPER,as he | brow?” “ALLY, you, surely, are no critic?" “Oh, ain't I though! and of some 
wended his way to the residence of that gentleman ; for 8. G. and A. S. are, or, per- repute, too, in the profession, I can tell you, my son.” “Oli Man, you know not what 
haps, it would be more correct to say, were the staunchest of friends, and the Eminent 
was looking forward to a pleasant afternoon. “SLOPER, old friend!" cried Mr. 
Grundy, “how are you? Sit down, What will you drink? Havea cigar? I prefer 
‘ Bipe myself.” “Thanks, Sydney, thanks! Well, my son, so you were played before 


you say!" “Oh, don't I though!” “No, you don't! Beware, retract your words!” 
—(2), And Mr. Grundy, now thoroughly roused, presented his pipe at the Mouldy 
One ; but observing that it was not loaded, lowered the weapon, and seized A. SLOPER 
by the collar and shook him.—(3). “ Unhand me, Grundy!" “Never!” “Then 


picture, and a happy Patr of Spectacles, May and December, the gay author and the | down the stairs right down to the basement,—5). Then up the area steps and was 
‘z00d fellowship. “ Well, ALLY, how goes it?” | gone! SLOPER means to write a scathing criticism on Mr. Grundy’s next play. 


LAIRD’S BROTHER INTERVIEWS McNAB. 


(1). “Cum oot an’ git horsewhipped !" yelped the Laird’s relative. “ Ye've (2). When the dearly beloved yA politely invited him in by the scruff of (3). And dispatched him thns, saying, “ May Lod efforts for guid niver be 


knocked me brither inta a jilly fish,” 


mair hampered than noo 


Saturday, April 4, 1891.) 


$7 “So 
- Anormy mou 


Well, Bank Holiday is now a thinz of the past ; not that, I suppose, this is news to t 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


v) 


WS 
\ 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
Then fiercely jerks she out,“No fear !":—On Sundays, without doubt, we'll see Museums opened—say 
at three :—A_ Benedictine sect has now Returned to England and their vow :—The sweeps have lately 


“aj O 
Why: should - hondor. wWaiG-?- 


Register-Register Regiabare' 


he majorit 
of my readers ; but, still, it is always well to be quite correct in our facts. So I again repeat «Bank 
} made a raid Uponthe mighty Board of Trade. At the time of going to press, the husband and wife 
3¢ 


Holiday is nowa thing of the past!” On we go :—The telephone, without a doubt, Will soon the 
ithout a name, although you be, Anonymous, all thanks to thee :—' Tis true 
7 h! come and live as wife, my dear.” 


telegraph cut out :-— With 


the cat, p'r'aps, will not cure, It will a better life insure :—“ 


| Ged gan CNA 


wWEAAwow es _ 


AT A FANCY DRESS BALL. 
Two girls SLOPER danced with more than once. 


SYMPATHETIC. 


He. 1 say, Miss Mountjoy, Tm in love! 
He (surprised). And the girl loves me! 
He (more surprised), But we are going to be married soon! 


controversy is still raging furiously. Good old Jackson! what a 
of our genial newspaper editors. —-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 
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She, Toor fellow t 
She, Poor girl! 
She. Poor things! 


xlsend he has proved to some 


PLAYFULNESS. 
In Spring the merry lamblet gambols friskily all the 
day. The above depicts the lamblet in the midst of his 
gambols, much to the detriment of our artist's picture. 


A CRUSH(ED) HAT. 
ScRNE—A Music Hall, 
Jack. By Jove! what a spiffin crew. How lucky I thought 
of bringing this telescope ; I can see splendidly. 
Old Gent. Confound it, fellow! can't you see you're on 
my seat, and sitting on my hat? How dare you, sir! how 
dare you! Get off at once! 


110 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——— 


FAR TOO ABSURD! 

THE rumours in regard to the health of Mr. Justice Stephen 
seem to have suggested to certain unscrupulous persons the idea 
that A. SLOPER 
also is no longer 
able to conduct 
his own affairs 
and that the 
sooner he is sat 
upon, once and 
for all, the better 
for the Public 
, and the Family 
he is supposed to 
support. Ques- 
tions have been 
asked over the 
bar of the “ Blue 
Pig” and at the 
weekly meetings 
of the “Anti- 
sherbet Society ” 
which have a 
nasty signifi- 
cance about 
them. As can 
be easily im- 
agined, these re- 
ports have had 
anything but an 
exhilarating 
effect on the 
Eminent. Let 

| eople mind 
their own business, says Aily, and he'll mind his, which at the 
moment is to draw attention to the fact that “To enable you to 
compete for his £1,000 Prize, you must show SLOPER that you 
have bought his paper for six months, therefore, commencing with 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HoLIpay ” for January 3rd, 1891, cut out 
the first paragraph in “ Ally-Campane” from each week's paper, and 
keep the cuttings by you until June 27th, 1891, when you will 
have twenty-six in your possession, Then add two lines to com- 
plete the following Nursery Rhyme :— 


There was an old Fossil named SLOPER, 


He fell down the stairs, 
That unfortunate, fruity, old SLOPER! 
The dotted lines have to be filled in, and the first, and second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Khyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 
with the twenty-six cuttings, as soon after June 27th as you can, 
to “Sloper’'s £1,000 Competition.” Don't post the 
Rhyme or any of the cuttings until you have the twenty-six—that 
is, one from each week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” commencing January 
3rd, 1891, and ending June 27th, 1891. To the writer o the best 


Rhyme will be awarded £1,000, A. SLOPER, ever thoughtful, 
keeps Back Numbers in stock, +," 


Now is the season when the art critic emerges from his obscurity, 
Intending exhibitors 


curls his back hair and goes on the warpath, 
at the Academy, the Grosvenor and 
the New Galleries are giving private 
views of their works in their studios; 
whilst art galleries are everywhere 
opening theirdoors, Tootsie, whose 
artistic proclivities are well known, 
has been showing off her new Spring 
outfit,at sundry private views lately, 
and advises all her friends not to 
fail to visit the Royal Institute of 
Painters in Water Colours Exhibi- 
tion, which is, this year, singularly 
good from point of quality; and 
also, to go carefully through the 
Twenty-seventh Annual Exhibition 
of British and Foreign Artists at 
Thomas McLean's Gallery in the 
Haymarket. ee 
s 


“Is it true, feyther,” asked the 
Budding Blossom, “that ‘Oratio 
Bottomley is to be raised to the peer- 
age as Lord Hansard of Islington?” 
And with loving tenderness the Old 
Man pushed back his darling’s 
auburn locks and kissed his fore- 
head fervently. ze 


* 
THE O'er-Moss-Grown Fabric has 
been pleased to confer the “Sloper 
Award of Merit” upon Mr. C. W. 
Kent because he stroked the 
winning crew, There's a strong fellow feeling between ALLY and 
Kent, they both belong to Brasenose, Kent you see it? 
sf 


s 

IT is a good many years now since Wilson Barrett, then in the 
zenith of his fame, first produced The Lights of London at the 
once popular, but now, 
we are afraid, greatly 
degenerated Princess’ 
Theatre, and when the 
present revival at the 
Olympic Theatre is 
concluded, plucky will 
be the man who at- 
tempts again to pum 
life into a play wit! 
which modern audi- 
ences can and will not 
put up with. The fact 
of the matter is, 7'he 
Lights of London 
ought never to have 
been revived. There is 
a certain hollowness 
about the piece which 
even the most casual 
observer cannot fail to 
notice. The twopence 
coloured, penny plain 
kind of sensationalism 
falls flat, and the thrill- 
ing situations,which ten 
years ago aroused the 
spectators’ enthusiasm, 
only succeeds in excit- 
ing the risibility of the 
modern audience. For 
this improved state of 
affairs we have to thank such menas A, Pinero and H. A, Jones, 
While we can obtain such sound plavs as Lady Bountiful and The 
Dancing Girl, bloodthirsty melodramas of The Lights of London 
type will never be appreciated by the majority of latter day play- 
goers, 


- leading lights uf the news- 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. | 


In spite of the enormous preparations for Boat Race Day, the 
Easter Holidays, April Fools’ Day, and the Census, the Wavering 
Weathercock, accompanied by female loveliness 
of a very superior brand, found time to run into 
Marlow's Music Hall, Bow, on Thursday evening, 
March 19th. People innocently ask sometimes 
how A. SLOPER manages to cram 80 much more 
into the twenty-four hours than other men. The 
answer is simple enough. The Elixir of Life is 
GIN, unsweetened, unadulterated gin (1d, on 
the bottle), and if you only take it in 
the right quantities you'll be as fresh 
and frisky as the Crumbling Edifice. 
Don’t forget the ld. on the bottle, 
please ; it soon mounts up. Milk-Cow! 


* 

Tue Kensington clique are awfully 
shirty because the portrait, by Giotto 
de Vermilion, of SLOPER’s ancestor, 
Alexis. Cholmondeley Snook Sloper, 
who died mainly through taking med- 
icine in the reign of ward III., has 
been placed in the Washhouse at “ The 
Sloperies.” Mr. Marcus Stone, R.A., 
says, nicely printed, it would make a 
o endid advertisement for a patent 
pill, *\° 


MemBERs of the Five Bob Brigade 
who have not yet received the photo 
of the Battersea Shuffler must be in- 
dulgent. The delay has not been 
caused through the rush of Five Bob- 
bists to the “ Christmas Appeal” hav- 
ing exhausted the stock of “Pottegraffe,” as Aunt Geeser calls 
them. No, the difficulty has been purely of a technical nature. 
The photographer, unasked, tinted the cabinets and used far too 
much red to please A. SLOPER. A fresh cargo is hourly expected. 
Meantime, on the horizon the Old Man distinctly sees a vision—the 
figures £350 in gold on the black band of a tall white hat, 

ss 
s 

£1:1:0 and the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” have been 
presented to J. B, WILLIAMS, 12 Meadow Street, Moss Side, Man- 
chester, for the best suggestion as to_how to get rid of “Your 
Mother-in-law.” “Play ‘The Bogie Man’ to her on a penny 
whistle twice a day.” ** 


Discuss fire escapes with Parnell, praise the Lord Mayor to 
General Booth or Mr. Gill to Sir Charles Russell, but do not—oh ! 
do not—ask Mrs. Langtry what she thinks of The Idler Now, 

s 2? 
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How many false statements, think you, will be made on the 
census papers by which a too trusting government hope to be able 
to calculate the exact number of persons whose 
melancholy fate compels them to inhabit this world 
of sin and sorrow ; their various ages, names, occn- 

tions, etc. ? How many ladies of uncertain age will 
imperil their chance 
of future bliss by in- 
dulging in the tarra- 
diddle of commerce 
with respect to the 
number of summers 
that have passed over 
their hoary craniums? 
How many parents 
will endeavour to de- 
ceive the authorities 
as to the number of 
imbeciles inhabitin 
their abodes? And, 
again, how many 
ladies will describe ¢ 
themselves as mem- * 
bers of the histrionic 
profession whose con- 
nection with the stage 
is shrouded in doubt 
and uncertainty? 
ALLY knows not, nei- 
ther does hecare. His 
disinterested and un- 
selfish offer to assist 
in the taking of the 
census met with contumely, and behold the breast of the Rattersea 
Philanderer is filled with wrath. 


se 
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A TENNESSEE jury refused to convict a murderer who had killed 
his wife’s betrayer. According to their verdict the prisoner had 
acted the part of “a sensible and sane man, who vindicated the law 
and acted in accordance with the sentiments of every brave, true, 
honourable, noble and virtuous man.” This seems laid on a trifle 
thick under the circumstances. , « 

* 


Now that the newspapers have taken to announcing the fact 
every time a prince or a royal duke contracts a slight chill, we may 
ry ak “ Fashionable Intelligence” pumererhs like the following : 
“H.R.H. Princess Beatrice scalded her tongue at dinner yesterday. 
Prince Battenberg is suffering from sitting down on a tack. Much 
anxiety is felt at Marlborough House owing to the fact that the 
Prince of Wales put on an imperfectly aired shirt yesterday. H.R.H. 
the Duke of Cambridge is prostrate under an attack of influenza 


brought on by using a damp umbrella as a side weapon.” 
s¢ 


* 
ALTHOUGH three of the greatest lawyers that England possesses 
have ruled that Mr. Jackson, in his abduction of his wife, was 
acting illegally, two of the 


per world have recently 

n filling their columns 
day after day with the 
most abject drivel on the 
subject. Many of the 
contributors to the con- 
troversy have seized upon 
the subject as an opportu- 
nity to air their own petty 
grievances, and the con- 
sequence is that we are en- 
tertained with such rot as 
Mr. Jones’ opinion on the 
conduct of Mrs, Jones, or 
Mrs. Smith’s intense scorn 
at her husband's habit of 
sneezing when she is just 
falling off to sleep, The 
sooner editors stop this 
sort of rubbish from enter- 
ing their columns the bet- 
ter will it be for both news- 
papers and their readers, 


. 

Crowded houses nightly 
and enthusiastic applause 
testifies that the success of 
The Dancing Girl at the 
Haymarket Theatre is well assured. A long run is undoubtedly 
in store for this brilliant play, and thoroughly well deserved it is, 
o. & sounder piece has rarely been witnessed on the London 

rds, 


. Church in London, 


(Saturday, April 4, 1891. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING APRIL 11TH, 1891, 
—— 


bth April, 1828.—An Exeter paper of this date says :— 
“Three men, who a tew days since met together at a public-house 
in this city, joking over some ale, agreed to go and get measured 
for their cottins, which was accordingly done, and singular as it 
may appear, but awful to say, they have all three since paid the 
debt ot nature, and now occupy their new and last habitations, 
having survived their joke but a few days.” 


6th April, 1854.—A flag of truce was this day fired — by 
the Kussians at Odessa. Before the introduction of gtd Is, the 
old theatres exhibited flags on their roofs as a kind of telegraphic 
advertisement when performances were going on. 


7th April, 1835.—This night, at Mlle. Taglioni’s benefit at 
the Paris Upera, in the middle of the ballet, while some of the 
nymphs on the stage were practising archery, a careless young lad: 
shot her arrow with considerable force into a private box, where it 
fixed itself in the woodwork close to the head of the Duke of 
Orleans, who was sitting there with Lord Clanricarde. 


= at Re aR i ESE SPE 

8th April, 1877.—In a church near Gartmore, this day 
(Sunday), a minister was bestia ty sermon on the machinations 
of the aril, when a large window lind behind the pulpit fell on 
and covered him up, whilst the roller smashed a number of panes 
of glass. Ignorant of the cause of the sudden darkness in which 
he was plunged, and of the dreadful noise, he shrieked out, “I am 
gone,” and in wild terror sprang down upon the floor and never 
stopped till he reached the extreme corner of the church, when a 


great giggle passed round. 
Oth April, 1877.—“A 


uel to a vendetta occurred last 
night,” says a dispatch from Texarkana, Paper? of this date, 
“Four weeks ago Ridgely, during » dispute with ferrymen, shot 
two dead. Later, he was waylaid by four of their relatives. 
Ridgely’s horse was shot under him, and then he killed two of 
them. Last night he heard a disturbance in the stable. A number 
of carts were scattered about the yard, and when in the midst of 
these he received a volley from three sides. He fell at the first 
fire, but struggled to his feet and opened with his Winchester on 
the assassins, A terrible fight at close quarters followed, and when 
Ridgely’s family reached the scene they found him still breathing. 
There were three dead bodies beside him. aa, ed had been shot 
four times through the body with Winchesters. Three of the bullets 
were extracted, and during the probing he refused to take an opiate.” 


10th April, 1600.—On this day, a person of the name of 
William Dorrington, threw himself from the top of St. Sepulchre's 
leaving there a prayer for forgiveness, 


llth April, 1774.—On this day was proved the will of 
Nathaniel Lloyd of Twickenham, in the County uf Middlesex, Esq. 
It is in verse, and begins :— 
“In seventeen hundred, sixty-nine, 
This with my hand I write and sign, 
The sixteenth day of fair October 
In merry mood, but sound and sober ; 
Past my three score and fifteenth year, 
With spirits gay, and conscience clear, 
Joyous and frolicsome, tho’ old, 
And like this day serene but cold ; 
To foes well wishing and to friends most kind, 
In perfect charity with all mankind.” 


AN INVALUABLE TIP. 

“Great ScoTT!” ejaculated a seedy Fleet Street sportsman to 
his companion, as they noticed a well known owner of racehorses 
enter the telegraph office by Temple Bar recently; “d'yer see 
who that is? It’s B——,as owns the fav'rite at Lincoln; he's a- 
goin’ to send a wire orf. See if you can’t look over his shoulder, 
an’ ‘pi ohh 


* what he’s writin’. 
Stealthily the second fellow did so. 

“Did you manage it?” asked the first, when the other returned. 
“Yes, He wrote, back——” 

“Yes, yes; back what?” gasped the other. 

“ Back to-morrer; don't sit up.” 

How they anathematized that owner's landlady ! 


SHYLOCK UP TO DATE. 

As Mr. Moses Shloman and Mr. Issy Einstein paced slowly 
round the band stand on Brighton Pier last Sunday evening, Mr. 
Shloman “spotted’ a tall, bronzed veteran entering the refresh- 
ment room, 

“ Issy,” he said, “ Met did ye thee that cove over there a-goin’ 
into the dhrinkin’ bar?” 

“Yuth. Vhy, vhat about 'im?” 

“Ach! the monthestir! he had me on toatht, vunth !” 

“ How vath that, Muzzy? how vath that?" 

“Vell, it vath like thith, ye thee. Ve vas in Horsetralia, out at 
the gold digginth, and that cove over there and a pal of ith had a 
couple of lionth and a big thnake as they vasa-showin’ on. Quidth 
an’ auiaks they made out,of ‘em, for diggerth, ma tear, are very 
we coveth, an’ chuck their money apout as if it vath oythter- 

ells. 
“Vell?” 

“Vell, I'm a-coming to it prethently. Von day, that cove come 
to me for a thmall loan—a matter o’ fifteen poundth. ‘ Yer thall 
‘ave it, ma tear,’ I thaid, ‘if yer'll give me, jutht ath a matter o’ 
form, a bill of thale on the lionth an’ the thnake.’ He gave it me 
on the thpot, But ven it came to the time he nefer paid up, so I 
had to foreclothe on the lionth.” 

“Vell, you took ‘em, v’ courth?” 

“Vait a bit, ma tear. Vhen it came to takin’ of ’em avay, u 
cometh my gentleman. ‘ Dont’t you touch that there cage,’ thai 
he. ‘Vy not?’ thaith I. ‘Vy, there ain't nothin’ in the bill o' sale 
about the ra sped thaid he. And no more there vas, ma tear. It vas 
Shylock and Portia over again; but I 'ad to Jeave them lionth!” 

aa 


SHE HAD HIM THERE. 
rte good Shorthand Instructor (to Fair Girl Pupil). You are 
exceedingly late this morning, miss, Have you any satisfactory 
reason to offer? 

Fair Girl Pupil. Yes, sir (demurely). 

P. 8. J. \ndeed ! and what is it, pray? 

F. G. P. Well, to tell you the truth, sir, I have been suffering 
with toothache for several days and have not been able to sleep, 
so I is ae I'd have it out this morning. 

P. 8. I. The tooth? 

F, G. P. Oh, no, sir—the sleep! ! 

[General titter among the fair ones, during which P. S. 1. 
retires, uttering more internal swear words than he had 
done since he gave a good half-crown away in mistake 
Sor a bad one last Christmas. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£150 will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Pro- 
WS prictor of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” to the 
next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl earwey Servants 
on duty excepted } iohe shall happen HA meet with his or her death 
in a Railway Accident, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Houipay" be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY" is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 8 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 8 o'clock 
the following Thursday morning. 


= 


the 
ants 
eath 


ALF- 


the 
lock 


ADA: aged 22, tall, considered 


AL 
gAu 


Saturday, April 4, 1891.) 


BEAUTIFUL SPRING! 
A DUET FOR Two DISTINGUISHED FOLK. 


SPRING (entering 
SLOPER'S Sanctum).— 


Ah, Mr. SLOPER, I be- 
lieve! 
I thought I knew that 


‘ace— 
That Benefactor who 


doth weave 
Delight for all the race. 
Come, you remember me, 
of course, 
You artful, gay old 
thing! 
Of natures waking I'm 
the source— 
In short, I am Miss 
Spring ! 
. aa - 
y hat, can it be my 
Yes, hed ; Tam your } old 
riend Spring ! 
That free and fairy-like 
young ine 
Who buds and birds doth 


blithely bring, 
And bid Old Winter now take wing, 
And makes all nature gaily one : 
“Hip, hip, hurrah! ‘tis Spring! ‘tis Spring!” 


SLOPER.— Allow me to remark, friend Spring, 

You're welcome to these climes ! 

Too long the poor felt Winter's sting— 
Oh, bring them better times! 

JZ (thanks to all my readers’ care) 
Some comfort tried to bring. 

This winter brought them to despair, 
So cheer them now, O Spring ! 


Ah, now to Hope cause them to)», 
” » I'll make them } cling ; 
For Hope can make Despair take wing. 
While wakened Nature has her fling, 
And buds their precious promise bring, 
May all who've felt depression sing 
“Hip, hip, hurrah! ‘tis Spring! ‘tis Spring!” 


——_.—___. 


RATS! 

A GENTLEMAN in Shepherd's Bush—he stutters a bit—had a 
terrier sent him on approval. He thought he would ig | him on 
rats. Accordingly, a purveyor of those vermin was sent for, anda 
pit improvised in the back garden. On the appearance of the rat 
the dog put his tail between his legs and leapt gracefully, if 
ignominiously, out of the arena. The gentleman and the ratcatcher 
were, to put it mildly, oped. 

“ Never mind, dear,” said the ef of the house, who had been 
looking on, “it’s a dear little dog all the same—you must buy it.” 

« -d-d-d-don't you think, d-d-dear,” replied the husband, 
“ we'd—er—b-b-b-b-b-better b-b-buy the r-r-rat ?” 


SLOPER’S PRESENTS. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
what you are in want of, and post it to:— 


ALLY’'S “ PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
oe Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Envelope whether it is a Lady or Gentleman applying. 


" Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” April 4th, 1894. 


Both— 


Lf Sgt Sn ee rae ree Racers PRE DEAL E eed Ath bead AEE es 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 


218th WEEK. 


LIST FOR MARCH 21st. 
The following “ Presents” have been made :— 
1, NELLIE POPE, 4 Brabant Court, Fenchurch Street, 
A FLORAL ALBUM. 
2, THOS. HAMMOND, 11 Cameron Street, BARROW-IN-FURNESS. 
A OAMERA. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
column free of charge, provided the 
Sender's Nameand Address are inclosed, 
not for publication, but as a guarantee 
iy, good faith. Tootsie undertakes to 
orward, unopened and post-free, all 
letters received in reply to the adver- 
tisements, Address— 
TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE a 

99 Shoe Lane, don, B.C. @& 


LONDON. 


good- Z 
looking, thoroughly domesticated, wishes ¢ 
0 correspond with a young gentleman fond of 
home, and of a loving disposition. Please se 
hoto in confidence, which will be returned, and 
ddress—“ ADA,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


ACK, aged 21, tall, fair, in good posi- 
tion, rather good-looking, would like to cor- 
pond with a pretty young lady. Please inclose 


ETHEL (Aged 19). 
hoto, in strict confidence, and address—“ Jack,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


A NNIE, aged 20, tall, rather fair, well domesticated, wishes to 

correspond with a young gentleman, of fair position, with view to matri- 

nony. Please send photo, which will be returned if desired. Address—“ ANNIE,” 
ootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


FPOM, aged 30, tall and dark, would like to meet with a sensible 

Partner for life, aged about 24, of an affectionate disposition, lady-like 
housekeeper, fond of home, and musical preferred. Address—“ HONOUR,” 
cotsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


CE, aged 26, dark complexion, good tempered and thoroughly 
lomesticated, wishes to correspond witha young gentleman, dark preferred, 
about same age, with a view to matrimony. Please send photo, and address— 

ALICE,” Tootsie's Matrimonial Agency. 


cc ee, ee 
SOME SWEET DAMSEL is earnestly rouse to claim the 
aad haorge> gobs atenoes of one bed tall, well educated, ma, sant 
Tootsit’e Matis ‘i eae pretty have compassion on “ NANKEI-POO 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


21 VicTor1Ia GROVE, BROMPTON, S.W., March 18th, 1891. 
DEAR S1R,—I beg to acknowledge, with many thanks, the receipt 
of the “ SLOPER Award of Merit,” which arrived this day. It has 
given me great pleasure to receive so flattering a testimonial. To 
deserve the honourable title of F.O.S., which you have bestowed 
upon me, will always be the endeavour of 
Yours very truly, FRED ROE, 


BROMLEY, March 19th, 1891. 

DEAR ALLY SLOPER,—I am authorized by the executive couucil 
of this respected trade society to send you an invitation to “show 
up” at the “War Office,’ Bromley, on Saturday, April 8th, to 
take care of the “posh.” Your Eminent Personage was elected 
to the responsible position of treasurer by this society, unani- 
mously, on last Pope Day. The council taking into consideration 
the fact that your “HALF-HoLIDAY” has the largest circulation 
of any comic paper in Great Britain, they came to the conclusion 
that ALLY SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M., was a fit and proper person to 
represent in this well known, old established trade union the proud 
position of treasurer. In rekael ae of your visit, we have 
ordered barrels of “ Unsweetened" to be placed on the tables, 
Hoping your circulation of “HALF-HOLIDAY” will not decrease, 
so that you might be compelled to receive our Eighth Prize—an 
order for the workhouse, I send you this ticket because one of 
the rules “strikes” against admittance without a “ducat,” and I 
should not like you to go home to Shoe Lane unrecognizable to 
your good lady and family alike. Button's dog being a member of 
the Dogs’ Home, it is to be hoped that “Snatcher” will attend as 

adelegate. Dog biscuits provided, take notice. 
I remain, yours fraternally, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


No. 55.—HE TURNS OUT TO BE NOT SUCH A FOOL AS HE 
LOOKS. 


“HE’'s an out-and-out gentleman, that I'll admit ; 
He's a man of refinement and pony and wit— 
Yet of late he has been just the least little bit 

Too attentive to me, I must say. 
And ‘twill prove how unkindly his grating take, 
And his love making habit no doubt it will break 
If a stark ae Fool of old SLOPER I make!" 

Said the Duchess of Tiddiefolay. 


So she called her fat cook. “Now, on Wednesday night 

You must dress in my raiment and jewels so bright 

And on Westminster Bridge you must stand, till a sight 
Of poor SLOPER you get: theu a 

Ringing laugh you must give him of scorn and disdain : 

You must giggle and jeer till he writhes in his pain, 

Then a hansom you'll hail, and ride home, Mary Jane!" 
Said the Duchess of Tiddiefolay. 


“Which I'll do it with pleasure,” cried Cook, with a grin, 

“For I hates the howdacious ould wiper like sin!" 

Then the lady dispatched to the Guzzler of Gin 
An epistle erotic and gay : 

“Though 60 often in vain you have knelt at my feet, 

Yet I love you! On Westminster Bridge let us meet 

At nine-thirty on Wednesday evening, my sweet!” 
Wrote the Duchess of Tiddiefolay. 


When the Fountain of Virtue this letter received 
He was stunned, flabbergasted, astonished and grieved : 
“ Have I lived,” he exclaimed, as his bosom upheaved, 
“To behold this deplorable day? 
Does she think, then, because I may simper and smile 
That my soul can descend to such infamous guile? 
She shall smart for attempting this liaison vile, 
Shall the Duchess of Tiddiefolay !” 


So he turned to a slave, with his eye flashing fire, — 
And “ Bring hither Bill Hi gins!" he cried iu his ire, 
And commanded another foot-page to desire 
Alexandry to come right away ; 
Then he told his bold outlaws what measures to take, 
And “Our booty we'll pawn,” sc he finally spake, 
“ And, for innocence’ sake, an example we'll make 
Of the Duchess of Tiddiefolay !" 


Upon April the First, at ten-fifty, P.M., 
Sobbed the Duchess’ cook: “I was set upon, mem, 
By they warmints o' SLOPER’s—a dozen o’ them— 
An’ your muff an’ umbrella grabs they, a... 
An’ your watch, an’ your chain, an each bootiful jool 
An’, afore I could shriek, they skedaddles quite cool {» 
“Then, b 
Moan 


J. K. 


Heavens, I myself am the stark April Fool!" 
the Duchess of Tiddiefolay. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
CHRISTMAS APPEAL. 


* .* Subscribers of not less than Five Shillings will receive (post- 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A, SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK £342 7s. O}d. 

R. T. FURNESS, 5s.; F.C. DROFFORD, 1s.; “CONSTANT READER " (Berwick), 
1s.; “JUBILEE CLOCK,” 2d.; “SLOPER'’S DARLING,” 2s. 6d.; “ PLUTO,” 1d.; J. 
BONIPACE, 3d.; 8. L. LOCKHART, 1s.; ELIZA MEAD, 3d.; ALLY SLOPER, Esq., 10s, 

Making a total received up to March 24th, 1891—£343 8s. 34d. 


THE DAY OF ALL-FOOLS. 

AND who are fools? 

Ye, who rashly overstrain 
Powers of ly, mind or brain ; 
Ye, by whom the pleasure draught 
All too eagerly is quaffed ; 
Ye, who barter peace and health 
For the doubtful joys of wealth ; 
Ye, who, with a manly (?) pride, 
Scatter filthy hrases wide ; 
Ye, who clearly see, and moan, 
All men’s folly save your own; 
Ye, who in your madness stray 
From the Christian's “ narrow-way "’ ; 
Ye, who deem, to ease your cares, 
Heaven will answer passive prayers ; 
Ye, who recklessly ignore 
Turbid Jordan's further shore— 
Ye are fools! 


—_————_—— 


THE LABOUR QUESTION. 

“THERE was a strike in our orfice this mornin’,” observed the 
editorial office boy to the pap erred youth-of-all-work the other 

lay. “Law!” exclaimed the latter, “who struck? Was it you?” 
“No,” replied the u tairs juvenile, “it were the editor wot struck, 
and he gived me a clump alongside of the head. 

HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Why is Lady Dunlo like a chivalrous knight of old ?—Because 
she “takes the part ” of Beauty. . Set 

THE proper oil to grease your head with—“ Nut” oil. 

Why is the letter 8 like coxcombry ?—Because a swell would be 
well without it. 

THE Roya. “Roap"—When Albert Edward travelled on horse- 

3 


THE LEGITIMATE DRAMMER—SLOPER, when he accidentally 


happens to for his dram. 
F opera fa which the hero should be a gardener—J've-an-hoe. 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
OLD MARTIN’S MYSTERY. 
THE STORY OF A FLEET STREET GHOUL'S GOODNESS. 


——s 
CHAPTER V.—( Continued ). 

AND 80 the cycle of hate and jealousy revolved round Old 
Martin, who viewed it all complacently from the comfortable hub 
of the wheel. He 
was having a 
good time, not- 
withstanding pet- 
ty illnesses, and 
in his heart he 
blessed the good 
Ghoul who had 
acted as his be- 
nefivent fairy at 
the coldest time 
he had ever ex- 
perienced. 

They all called 
him a dear old 
man, 

The children 
were all tanght 
to allude to him 
as a dear old 
grandpa. 

The youngest 
daughter, whose 
husband had got 
Old Martin's 
business, ex plain- 
ed to him that 
their previous 
misunderstand- 
ing had been alla 
mistake, that she 
had never been 
80 miserable and unhappy as the night on which he left their home. 

The other three daughters, whose husbands had_ not got the 
business, declared she was a designing minx, who did not deserve 
to have the blessing of having such a father to live with her. 

Eid were unanimous in thinking that Old Martin should make 
a will. 

They were equally unanimous in hoping he would remember 
who had been good to him. 

They were all unanimously of the belief that, if justice were done, 
she and her husband would be the only oo who would reap a 
benefit from the sealed mystery which lay in the strong box o 
Archer and Frog, Solicitors. 

But Old Martin would not make a will, although each of the fou. 
daughters, when the old man pressed her hand on leaving after his 
fortnight’s residence, felt sure that the pressure suggested that sho 
it was who was the old man’s favourite, and that she it was who 
would be the legatee if the old man could but be persuaded to be just. 

But Old Martin merely winked his mild old eye, and said 
nothing. 

A crisis a- 
rose. Old 
Martin be- 
came seriously 
ill,and the doc- 
tor declared 
that it was 
likely that he 
would never 
be better. A 
difficulty was 
that he could 
not be remov- 
ed at the end 
of a fortnight 
to the resi- 
dence of the 
next in turn, 
and so an ac- 
crimonious 
meeting was 
held of the ¢ 
sons - in - law f 
anddaughters. }/ 
It was pointed 
out that to let #/ 
him remain § 
where he was 
till he died 
was a breach 
of the agree- 
ment and gave the then custodian of his person an advantage of 
the others which the agreement had meant to obviate. 

The sorrowing relatives quarrelled bitterly. At length they 
arranged another agreement. It was drawn up by a legal gentle- 
man, who charged eighteen and sixpence for doing it. This agree- 
ment arranged that if Old Martin died without leaving any further 
testamentary document behind him, the four families would share 
and share alike in the benefits of the revelation which the docu: 
ment would make. 

Old Martin did not linger long. Two or three days after the 
new agreement was signed he turned worse, was heard to mutter 
something about being “a cold old man,” and then, to the relief of 
his rejoicing relatives, Old Martin was gathered to his fathers and 
the mystery was in a fair way of being speedily elucidated. 


Dear old grandpa! 


Quarrelled bitterly. 


CHAPTER VI. 

’TWAS the day of Old Martin's funeral. 
Four contented looking females were sitting, wearing grief- 
stricken garments, and soothing their impatience by sipping 
sustenance from a glass containing a mixture of cold gin and water, 


Soothing their impatience. 


For a wonder, they were at peace with one another, because now 
they knew there was nothing further to fight for. Old Martin was 
at rest beyond their influence, and they must now be content with 
whatever fate decreed was in store for them, They were in a 
condition of armed neutrality at present. 

(To be concluded next week.) 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 197.-Mr. OscaR BARRETT, F.O.S. 


“ Fully cognizant of the axiom that it is an unwise proceeding 
for people residing in glasshouses to throw stones, we fearlessly 
entered the Crystal Palace the other day, and asked for Mr. 
Barrett, feeling for once secure from the brick which, alas! is 
too often hurled at our venerable pate when endeavouring 
to obtain the information obviously necessary for these 
biographies. Mr. Barrett, so he told us, was always of musical 
proclivities, and delighted in harmony from earliest childhood, 
when his soprano notes drove his doting parents respectively 
into an early grave and a lunatic asylum, down to the time 
when he assumed the baton of a well known favourite orchestra, 
in which, if we remember rightly, Sir Charles Halle played first 
toothcomb, Signor Piatti, Jew's harp, and Dr. Joachim the tin 
whistle, They performel frequently before juvenile audiences, 
but, happily, the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Children intervened before the death rate became too alarming, 
the orchestra was disbanded, and our hero was prommeees to the 

of learler of the Crystal Palace orchestra, which position he 

8 ever since filled with such distinction, that he was created 
¥.0.S. and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him 
January 8th, 1887.—Debrett Improved. 


Loghead. A word in your ear, Lotharm. You must carry 
off the damsel this night, while I—ahem!—undertake the 
desperate task of watching the count. 


APRIL SHOWERS. 
Piseator, Whereabouts is the river hereabouts, my lad, I've 
lost it ? 
Yokel. So's everybody else, I reckon, we ain't got no river in 
partickler now the dry land is all water, and the fish washed 
out to sea. 


London : Printed by DALZIEL BROTHERS, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, 


THE SAME, YES, THE SAME OLD—SONG. 


f/ 


Ada, who has been asked to sing, obliges with “Old Madrid.” 


Alice, Florrie and Ethel (in chorus). Goodness gracious! That's the song / was going to sing! 


There are visitors at the Mildeweries, SLOPER has 
to put up with the best accommodation he can obtain, 


Crikey, Bill! hide that face, or you'll frighten me into fits! 


THE LITTLE STOWAWAY. 


(1). Gudgeon and Tiddler resolved to make the very most of the last day of the 
jack fishing season this year, so they got a few things aboard their boat over night. 
——(3). “ Har!" said Moucher, the tramp, as he strolled up half an hour later, “'ere's 
acharnce for a night's lodgin’ on the cheap ; T shall lay as snug as a cockroach under 
them seats with them ‘ere wraps over me.”——(3). “ By George!” groaned Gudgeon, 
the next morning, as he toiled at the sculls, “ blest if the old boat ain't as heavy as if 
there were three on board. What a breakfast you must have had, Tiddler !"——(4), 


“Capital tip that little spirit lamp of mine, eh? Nice and handy for this sort of 


work ; good cup of teain no time !"——(5). “ Hullo ! look out, ol chap! she's boiling 
over like blazes !"——-(6). Moucher (suddenly roused from sweet slumbers to "1n- 
wonted activity), “Help!! Perleese!! Fire!!! Where am 1?” etc., ete.— (7). 
“ Well,.of hall the shabby fellers as ever I see !" he observed, as he took his departure 
when the party had been rescued, “ them two takes the cake! ‘Oo dyer think warnts 
to be took 'underdso’ miles hout o' their way, when they're on important business,to ‘a ve 
bilin’ water poured on their stummicks ? ‘specially when them as does it ain't got the 
price of a pint among ‘em! Tell yer it ain't no encouragement to a pore tradesman.” 


OH, LAW! 


3 SS 

ES 

“T'm your lawful wife, and if ye dare to follow me, against my 
wish, I will lock you up.” 


Pie Te 


He, Who's that conceited looking fellow staring at us? 
She. That? Why, Mr. Hautboy, that's a looking glass. 


GILBERT DALZIBL, at “ The Slopertes,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.0,—Saturday, April 4, 1891. 


